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INTRODUCTION. 



IT will be noticed that on the title-page of our text (1614) 
of the Scourge of Ventcs it is designated " The second 
Impression corrected and enlarged by H. A." Like Mr. J. 
Payne* Collier, I have not met with the first edition. Mr. 
W. C. Hazlitt, in his Bibliography (under Ovid), thus records 
the original title-page — The Scourge of Venus, Or, The 
wanton Lady, With the rare Birth of Adonis, Written 
by H. A. London printed by Nicholas Okes, dwelling 
neere Holbourne-bridge. 161 3. 8vo. Mr. Corser (Free- 
ling's copy.)" It is to be regretted that this should not 
have gone to some of our great public libraries. At present 
it remains untraced from Mr. Corser's Sale. In the third 
edition, ** London, printed by Nicholas Okes, and are to bee 
sold by lohn Wels at his shop in Fetter-lane and in the 
Temple. 1620"; it is called "The third Impression. Written 
by A. H." not "H. A." as in the first and second. The 
Address to the Reader is the same in the second and third 
editions ; and it would seem that: neither an H. A. nor an 
A. H. was the Author, spite of the first title-page. The 
Editor or Publisher, whoever he were, says of the anonymous 
Author, " I have heard 'twas done for his pleasure, without 
any intent of an impression ; this much I excuse him, that 
I know not, and commend that which deserueth well*'; and 
again this Poem is described as " the labour of a man well- 
deseruing." Thus the Scourge of Venus is of our large 
anonymous poetical literature. The text of 1620 is muti- 
lated and very carelessly printed. That of 161 3 would ap- 
pear to have been shorter, as the second (1614) is "enlarged." 
So that in every way the text of our reproduction is the 
preferable one, albeit I should right gladly have given varia- 
tions, &c., from the first edition, had it been accessible. 

The main interest of the Scourge of Venus is that it was 
evidently intended as an introduction to Shakespeare's 
Venus and Adonis, albeit, unlike Barksted, the later Poet 
makes no reference whatever to his great predecessor. The 



VI Introduction, 

story IS told with all the realism of the original in Ovid ; 
but nowise pruriently or offensively. The odd introduction 
of God's Holy Bible (p. 15, stanza 4) and other allusions, 
suggest that the Writer was probably a parson. There are 
bits that arrest sympathetic Readers, e.g,y in the opening 
stanza (p. 5), "ambitious eye," is a grandly characteristic 
description of the sun, and the calling of England "world," 
even with " small" as the epithet, is also fine, and tells of the 
pride of an Englishman in " this England." 
There are noticeable lines, such as these : — 

" A maiden alketh but a maids denialL" 

(p. 9, St. 4, 1. 6. ) 

*' A fearefuU minde, doth bring a (baking fift." 

(p. II, St. 4, 1. 6.) 

'* The minde is bafe that (till continuall feares." 

(p. 12, St. I, I 4.) 

" It is mod vile to ftand in fuch a need, 

To make the a<5lor bafer then the deed." 

(p. 20, St. 4, 11. 5, 6.) 

** It is too late of abftinence to preach, 

Whe one is drunk, & notes not what you teach.** 

(p. 23, St 4, 11, 5, 6.) 

** I long for this yet know no reafon why, 

Vnleffe a womans will a reafon bee." 

(p. 24, St. 4, U. 3, 4.) 

'' Such diuine beauty in her face doth lurke. 

The Gods enuy at nature for the worke." 

(p. 29, St. 4, 11. 5, 6. ) 

** Where are thofe eyes, thofe glafly eyes of thine, 

That lent the glorious Sunne his chiefeil light?" 

(p. 43, St. 4, 11. I, 2.) 

There are also occasional complete stanzas that con- 
strain us to re-read them, e,g, : — 

" And now the fable horfes of the night, 

Haue drawne a mantle or'e the filuer fky, 

And all the flars do (how their borrowed light. 
Each breathing thing opreil with fleep doth ly 

Saue Philomel, that fmgs of Terreus rape, 
And Myrha plotting fome inceftious fcape." 

Again: — (p. H, st. 2.) 

" Looke how you fee a pleafant field of Come 
Moue here & there by gentle breathing wind. 
Now vp and downe, as wanes in Sea are borne: 
So doubtful thoughts had motion in her mind: 
Now fheel furceafe, and now to him repaire 
Inflable, like a feather in the aire." 

(p. 14, St. 4.) 



Introduction, vii 

Once more: — 

** Take this example of me, from the Sky, 

Behold a (hooting flar from heauen fall, 
Whofe glimmering light you fcarcely do efpye; 

But it is gone as nothing were at aU; 
And fo their fports being fcarce begun doth leaue 

As in the aire concretions we perceiue." 

(p. 21, St. 2.) 

Further: — 

'' Euen as in Summer one may aptly note, 
The fire and water in one cloud contained; 
And neither yet the mailery haue got. 

Being oppofites, their furies not reflrain'd, 
But do contend in ftrife and deadly warre. 
Till fcolding Thunder do pronounce the iarre." 

(p. .22, St. 2.) 

Yet again : — 

** The glory of her haire is wonderous bright, 
Vpon her browes doth ebbe and flow content. 
Her eies in motion do beget delight, 

Her cheeks a tin<5lure to Aurora lent; 
Her teeths no pearle, her eies no rubies are, 
But flelh and bone, more red and white by farre." 

(p. 27, St. 3. ) 

Once more: — 

" At which the Sunne his glorious face did hide, 
Each Planet pulleth in his golden head, 
The other ftars out of the heauens glide: 

And Cynthia from her filuer Palace fled. 
The night is robbed of her wonted light. 
Each thing tum'd dark that formerly was bright." 

(p. 30, St. I.) 

Again : — 

** Looke how you fee a blind man on the way 
Led by another through fome defart place, 
Stagger and grope and at each trifle flay 

For feare leail hee (hould fall : euen in like cafe. 
The wretched nurfe, the fearefuU Lady leads. 
Who fhakes and flarts at euery flep (he treads. " 

(p. 31, St. 3.) 

Further: — 

It's like a tender flower nipt with froft, 

That euer after hangs his drooping head. 
And hath her wonted prime of glory loft. 

Or like the cup that hath this Naflar fhed : 
Cracke you the richeft pointed Diamond, 

And all his prife and glory's loft and gone." 

(P- 37, St. 3.) 
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viii Introduction, 

Again; — 

'* Things done in hail haue time for to repent, 
A hafly braine is neuer wanting woe. 
Youth with Decorum feldome is content, 

Yong yeares and lull alTociat-like do goe, 
Youth hath no wit till it be deerely bought. 
And oftentimes then it is good for nought. 

(p. 41, St. I.) 

Yet again: — 

" Thou flialt no more within thy Chariot ride, 
Gazing vpon the people kneeling downe. 
No more will come to woe thee for a Bride, 
Lull hath defil'd the tipe of thy renowne. 
Thofe feet of thine, that to offence did lead, 
Imprifoned are, and not allowed to tread.*' 

(p. 43, St. I.) 

Finally: — 

"The watry Nymphs this pretty child did take, 
And on foft fmelling flowers laid him downe, 

Of which a curious cradle they did make, 
The hearbs perfumed were for more renowne, 

The Nymphs this boy affedled more and more. 
And with his mothers teares flil wafht him ore. 

** As yeares encreafe, fo beauty doth likewife, 
And he's more faire to morrow then to day. 
His beauty more and more did flill arife. 
That enuy did delight in him bewray. 
As Venus fell in loue with him at laft, 
Who fcourg'd him for his mothers lulling pall." 

(p 45, St. I, 2.) 

I am afraid the spelling of classical names (if the irregular 
punctuation may not be added), indicates that the anony- 
mous Poet was not learned, x>., had " small Latin and less 
Greek." Still, in association with Barksted's Mirrlia and 
Gresham's Picture of Incest^ the Scourge of Venus seems to 
me extrinsically and intrinsically notable and well deserv- 
ing our (limited and faithful) reproduction. 

ALEXANDER B. GROSART. 

From my study y 

SL Georges, J4th October^ 1876, 
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To the Reader. 



JEntlemen, if your fan- 
I cy will permit you to fa- 
► uour this booke , I (hall 
be thankfull, if not, I can but repent 
at the charge of the Impreflion, I 
meane but little gaine to my felfe, 
yet much pleafure to you, if it were 
my owne wit, and you condemne 
it, I Ihould be afliamed of my pub- 
licke intrufion ; but fince it was 
the labour of a man wel-deferuing, 
forbeare open reprehending : For 
A3 as 



To the Reader. 

as I haue heard, 'twas done for his 
pleafure, without any intent of an 
Impreffion; thus much I excufe 
him that I know not, and com- 
mend that which defer- 
ueth well, if I bee 
partiall, I pray 
patience 



VaU. 



H. A. 



The 



The Scourge of Venus, 

?Hilfl that the Sunne was climing 
vp in hafte, 
To view the world with his am- 
bitious eye. 
Ysxc^Myrka; yet alas, more faire 
then chafte, 
Did fet her thoughts to defcant wantorriy : 
Nay moll inhumane, worfe then bad, or ill. 
As in the fequell you may reade at will. 




You that haue parents, or that parents be, 
Depart a fpace, and giue not eare at all, 

To the foule tale that here fhall vttered be : 
Some filthy Ihame let on all other fall, 

If poflibly there can be any fuch. 
From nature to degenerate fo much. 



O then with Outd, I am wonderous glad, 
That this fmall world of ours is put fo farre 

From thofe that fuch incellious people had : 
So reft thou ftill in gloty as a ftarre. 

That fcorning thrufts from other nations quite. 
And in thy vertues doth thy felfe delight. 
A4 



The Scourge of Venus. 

And now faire Myrha in her youthly blood 
Doth on her father dote with fond defire, 

Each foule occafion is accounted good, 
That may increafe her filthy luftfuU fire. 

And as this (hamefuU matter wanted grace, 
So doubtfully fhe thus doth plead her cafe 

Why fhould not Gods this loue of mine permit ? 

Or be offended with me for the fame ? 
It doth infringe their Sacred lawes no whit, 

Adding difhonour, or deferuing blame: 
I will proceed, good reafons for to proue, 

Tis not vnlawfull to obtaine my loue. 

In many countries I do certaine know, 
The parents with their children married be. 

Which they do moft, their godlineffe to fliow, 
Becaufe their loues increaft thereby they fee. 

Then fhal this lucklefTe plot of ground remaine, 
Th'occafion that my loue I not obtaine .? 

Each wight hath Nature fet at liberty: 
All things be comon, for fhe naught reflrains: 

Then let the Daughter with the Father lye, 
Like prefident with all things elfe remaines. 

The Kid, the Heifer, and the birds we fee, 
Aflfeft the fame of whom they gotten be. 



In 



The Scourge of Venus. 

In happy cafe then fuch her creatures are, 
That may do fo, and yet do no offence, 

They be more happy then is mankinde farre : 
For they by fome malicious bafe pretence 

Haue made a curbe to hold that ftiU in thrall, 
Which nature would haue common vnto all. 

But yet packe hence thou foule inceftious loue, 
What ? wilt vpon thy onely father dote ? 

I ought to loue him ; yet as doth behoue, 

Not that the world thereby my fhame may note. 

O do refolue ! the neereneffe of our kin, 
Cuts off all hope thy wifhed fuit to win. 

Did Cupid then ere fhoot fo yet before } 
Can Vulcan forge fo foule an arrow now ? 

Or further : will dame Venus euermore 
Such cruelty vnto her feruants fhow t 

No, No, I am deceiu'd ; for now I fee, 

With poifoned fnakes fome fury wouded thee. 

How great (faid fhe) 6 Venus mayft thou be, 
How was I rauiflied this prefent night. 

In feeling of your pleafant fports in me ? 
I dipt a man in prime of his delight, 

What liuely pleafures did I there conceiue } 
No fault (alaffe) but they too foone did leaue. 

Would 



The Scourge of Venus. 

Would Cynaras thou hadft fome other name, 
How fitly might'ft thou haue a loue of me ? 

How nobly might'ft thereby increafe thy fame, 
How quickly (houldft a fon gaine vnto thee ? 

I would enforce dull earthly thoughts, to craue, 
To kiflfe and clip, and other paftimes haue. 

What meane my dreams ? haue they efTefl at all ? 

May dreames a future chance to vs portend ? 
Let then to me fuch dreames more oft befall. 

In dreames no prefent witneffe can offend. 
" In dreames we may as great a pleafure take, 
'^ As in fome fort is found we being awake. 

But yet avaunt, packe hence foule filthy fire. 
Wring out fome teares to quench this curfed flame, 

No otherwife the daughter-like require. 
Thy fathers loue, that blazons out thy ihame. 

Yet put the cafe he firfl did feeke in mee ; 
No doubt I fhould to his requefl agree. 

Why fhould it not then fland right so with him, 

Since of one nature we participate ? 
What if with fpeech thou fhame his loue to win 

Then maifl thou write. No time is yet to late. 
What thou dofl blufh to fpeake, loue bids thee write 

Belieuc me they read more the we indite 

Refolu'd 



S 



The Scourge of Venus. 

Refolu*d on this, with trembling hand ftie takes 
The pen and paper, framing for to write, 

Left had holds wax, whilft right the leter makes 
Compofing what fhe did in minde indite. 

She writes, fhe doubts, fhe chageth this for that, 
She likes, diflikes, & notes fhe knows not what. 

She cafls away, and doth begin anew. 
Yet findes a want in that fhe framed lafl ; 

She blots, & then againe that thing doth view, 
And now the firfl more fits then all that's pafl. 

Father fhe writes, yet fhame did blot it out, 
Then thus fhe writes, and cafls away all doubt. 

I know not what, fends to I know not whom, 
Such health as thou maifl only giue to me. 

Which if I want, my life cannot be long, 
Euen that fame health thy louer fends to thee. 

I dare not tell thee who I am for fhame, 
Nor (out alaffe) once let thee heare my name. 

And if thou afke of me what I defire. 
Or why fo doubtfuU I do write to thee, 

Would nameleffe I might tell what I require. 
Till that my fuite were granted vnto me : 

Which if to know, thou wouldfl make further triall 
A maiden afketh but a maids deniall. 

In 



The Scourge of Venus, 

In token of my wounded heart, I would 
Within thefe blotted lines there might apeare 

My colour pale, my body leane and cold, 
My watry eyes, my fighes and heauy cheere, 

Then mightft perceiue I were in loue with thee. 
And how the flames of loue tormenteth me. 

I call the Gods as witneiTe to the fame 
Poore wretched wench, I ftroue to flie the dart 

And did my beft that out-rage for to tame. 
Which Cupid had allotted to my fmart, 

No wench bare more then did to me betide. 
Which forc'd me fhew the caufe that I would hide. 

Then mercy at thy gentle hands I craue, 
In fearefuU wife to thee I make my mone. 

Thou onely maiil thy loue fpill or faue, 
No enemy doth fue, but fuch a one 

That is aly'd moft neerely vnto thee. 
Yet in a neerer band would linked be. 

My life is thine, and thou didft giue it me. 
Then loue thy felfe, and thou wilt me affeft. 

My beauty's much, and is deriu'd from thee. 
Then all thy owne be carefuU to refpefl. 

O flop thy eares, and heare not Myrha's name, 
And fhut thine eies whe thou doft read the fame. 

My 



JO 



The Scourge of Venus. 

My youthful! yeares rafli folly doth befeeme, 
The (kill of law to aged folkes belong, 

And all is lawfuU that we lift, I deeme. 
We take no notice of the right or wrong, 

If it offend to take thy owne in't bed, 
Let that offence be layd vpon my head. 

Then fet apart the dread of wordly ihame. 
And take the Gods, as prefidents herein, 

My pregnant wit fhall fhun all future blame. 
Our pleafant fcapes well hid with name of kin, 

And you may clip and kiffe, and play with me, 
A daughters name me thinkes a cloke wil bee. 

Haue mercy now, I haue my cafe exprefl, 
Which loue inforfl my fearefuU hand to write : 

O grant thy daughter this her firft requefl. 
That is the occafion of her chiefe delight. 

This Epitaph deferue thou not ; I haue, 
* The cruell father tooke the life he gave. 

And though my lines are blotted euery where, 
'Twas with my teares that fell ere it was dry, 

And if my letters fcribled do appeare. 

Whereby you thinke fome other wrot to try 

Your mind : becaufe my curious hand is mifl, 
A fearefuU minde, doth bring a fhaking fifl. 



^And 
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And fo thefe fcribled lines I doe commend 
Vnto your loue, be-blurred all with teares, 

With feruent hope they fhall no whit offend, 
The minde is bafe that ftill continuall feares. 

And note you well, which is the greater blot, 
'To get no childe, or kill that you haue got 

Thus much this luftfuU Lady writ in vaine, 
And feal'd it clofely with a pretious ftone, 

A pretious ftone clos'd vp a filthy ftaine. 
Her trufty feruant forth (he cals anone, 

And blufhing bad him with a merry cheare, 
He fliould this letter to her father beare. 

This fcarcely faid, old Cynaras did come. 
And then fhe caft her letter quite afide : 

Daughter (faid he) you fee the daily throng 
O futers that doe feeke thee for their bride : 

Here be their names, my wench^ the come & (how 
On which of them thou wilt thy felfe beftow. 

Now for a fpace fhe filent did remaine, 
And onely gazed wifhly in his face : 

She could her teares no longer then reftraine, 
But they ran trickling down her cheeks apace. 

Her father kiffes her, and bids her peace. 
And thought it tender-hearted fliamefaftnes. 



He 



12 



Your company I moft of all affeft, 
Continue but your loue, it fhall fuffice 

Thefe wrangling hufbads why fhould I refpeft ? 
Her father thus againe to her replies, 

Thy godlineffe (at which fhe blufhed red) 

I like, but thou muft taft a Bride-groomes bed. 

Thou doft not know the pleafure it affoords. 
Nor wanton motions that therein abound. 

It not confifteth all of pleafant words, 

More gamefome tricks are there ftil to be foud 

A minde fo chafte as thine cannot conceiue 
What pleafmg fports one fhal thereby receiue. 



The Scourge of Venus. 

He dry'd her cheeks, and faid, my wench be ftil, 

Thy years of right a hufband now doth claime 
Thou flialt not Hue a maide by my good will, 

Nor longer fhalt a wanton bed refraine. 
Then what, or who wilt haue, come tel me now. 

At length fhe did reply ; One like to you. 

He did allow the choyce, and praifd the fame, 

And kift and dipt her for her louing fpeech, t 

Not deeming that it tended to their fhame, 

It pleafd her well, & wiflit that he would feech 
A further fuit ; and then made this requeft, j 

Let me liue ftill with you, let woers reft. \ 



It 
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It is no dreame, nor paflion of the minde, 
But a fubflantiall pleafure there doth dwell, 

The praflike part of dreames therein we finde. 
Which who fo doth omit, leades Apes to hell. 

Why doft thou blufh ? I know your cafe belieue, 
Maids muft fay nay, yet take when men do giue 

And now the fable horfes of the night, 
Haue drawne a mantle or'e the filuer iky, 

And all the ftars do fhew their borrowed light, 
Each breathing thing opreft with fleep doth ly 

Saue Philomel^ that fings of Terreus rape, 
And Myrha plotting fome inceftious fcape 

No reft at all fhe tooke within her bed. 
The flames of Cupid burnt fo in her breft, 

And many a fanfie comes into her head, 

Which ouer much her troubled foule oppreft, 

She doubts f she hopes, th^feare doth make repaire, 
Sh*l now attept, ^^njkame doth bring defpaire. 

Looke how you fee a pleafant field of Come 
Moue here & there by gentle-breathing wind, 

Now vp and downe, as wanes in Sea are borne : 
So doubtful thoughts had motion in her mind : 

Now fhee'l furceafe, and now to him repaire 
Inftable, like a feather in the aire. 



O 
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fye vpon this fowle inceftious luft, 
That very Nature greatly doth abhorre, 

Some plague will fall vpon all fuch I truft : 
If in this world there can be any more. 

1 hope this little world well free-ed is, 

Of Giants and fuch monftrous beafts as this. 

So God preferue it, if it be his will, 

And let the Gofpell ever flourifti here, 
Yet I do feare we haue fome yet as ill. 

The pleafmg fooles do with their folly beare : 
In Paradice I fee wee cannot liue, 

But wee fhall finde fome foule feducing Eue, 

My tongue doth dagger to repeate her name, 
So foule a blot a Chriftian cannot brooke. 

Go feeke a glaffe to fee this filthy fhame, 
Vpon Gods holy Bible daily looke : 

And there thou maift, as in a mirrour fee, 
No Alkeron can yeeld the like to thee. 

There fucke the Ne6lar of his Holy Wordy 
And beg thou pardon for thy foule abufe, 

For every Sore it can a Salue afford : 
O Atheijll learne to make of it good vfe. 

Thou Chriflians blot, to leaue off further talke, 
Whilft thou haft light, endeuour there to walke. 

B And 
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And thou Pomchaia, rich in many a thing, 
In Cujius, Cynamon, and Incenfe sweete, 

That out of trees aboundantly doth fpring, 
O! Ammoftie, and things for vfes meete. 

Yet whilft thou yeeldeft Myrrh, I wey thee not : 
For thereunto hath Myrha giuen a blot 

No meafure of her filthy loufe (he found : 
No eafe, no reft, but death doth like her now, 

Refolu'd on this (he gets vp from the ground. 
To ftop her breath moft defperately doth vow. 

And then the noofe about her necke (he drawes, 
And faid, 6 Cynaras, thou art the onely caufe. 

Farewell therefore, a thoufand times farewell 
Deere Cynaras, thou mightft haue fau*d my life, 

And thinke thou this to me alone befell, 
Becaufe I durft not loue thee as a wife. 

Farewell againe. Oh welcome gentle death ! 
And then (he went about to ftop her breath. 

A recompence fit for fo foule a mind, 

But yet by chance her aged Nurfe did lye 

Within a chamber that to hers adjoyn'd, 
Who ouer-hearing this, to her did hye ; 

And feeing her halfe murdered fo, began 
To (hrieke & fcreeme, & ftraight vnto her ran. 

Who 
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Who firft did fnatch her girdle from her necke, 
And powring teares vpon her plenteoufly, 

Did hold her in her aged armes, though weake, 
And kiffing her did vrge the reafon why 

Shee went about away herfelfe to make, 
Or to her fhame so bafe a courfe to take ? 

Quoth (he, I pray thee tell the caufe to me, 

Behold thefe empty dugs, and head all gray, 

•Thefe hands that pain haue tooke in rocking thee 

Let fome, or all thefe, caufe thee to bewray 

What cruel means haue brought thee in this cafe, 
At which the Lady turn'd away her face. 

be not coy fweete ! hide thou nought from me, 
I am thy Nurfe, she faid, and haue good fkiU 

In charms, & hearbs, & dreams, that powerfuU be, 
Of what thou wantft, He helpe thee to thy fill : 

Art thou in loue, or witcht by any wight ? 
Il'e finde thee eafe, or elfe will free thee quite. 

1 haue bene wanton once as well as you, 
Nor yet by age, am altogether dull, 

I haue beene loue-ficke, as you may be now. 
Of toyes and loue-trickes I was wondrous full, 

How ftrange fo ere thy cafe do therefore (land, 
I can and will redreffe it out of hand. 

B 2 Thou 
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Thou art in Loue (my fweete) I well efpy, 
If fo, no lacke fhalt finde in me, I fweare : 

The Lady in her armes fob'd bitterly, 

The Nurfe reply'd, and faid ; Why do not feare. 

Thy father (hall not know of this at all : 

At which fhe ftarts, and on her bed doth fall. 

And frantickly (he tumbles on her face. 
And faid, get hence (good Nurfe) I prethee go, 

Conftraine me not to (hew my wicked cafe. 
That cafe (quoth (he) I pray thee let me know. 

Get hence, (he anfwer'd, or enquire leflTe, 
Tis wickedneflTe thou wouldft haue me cofeflTe. 

Tis fuch a thing, that if I want, I die, 
And being got, is nothing elfe but (hame. 

The Nurfe hereat did figh moft heauily. 

And on her knees befought to know the fame, 

And holding vp her hands as (he did kneele, 
Said ; Madame, tell the priuy griefe you feele. 

If you will not difcouer this to me, 

I will acquaint your father out of hand. 

How you had hang'd your felfe, wer't not for me ; 
But if you tell, your trufty friend Fie (land, 

And let your griefe of any nature be, 
It (liall go heard, but Il'e finde remedy. 

And 
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And if your cafe be ill, you need not feare 
The heauie load the wickedneffe doth bring, 

IFe teach thee how moft eafily to beare. 
My age hath got experience in each thing. 

Tell me what 'tis that doth fo neerely touch, 
One woman may perfwade another much. 

And now the Lady raifd her heauy head, 

Hanging vpon her Nurfes bofome faft, 
As fhe did rife vp from her flothfuU bed. 

Being prodigall, her chriftall teares to wafte. 
Now fhe would fpeak, & now her fpeech doth ftay 

The fhame doth caufe her turne her face away. 

A franticke fury doth poffeffe her now, 

And then fhe drawes her garment ore her face. 

And wrings her hands, and to her Nurfe doth vow 
For to acquaint her with her wretched cafe : 

And fhedding brinifh teares into her breafl. 
Thus much her griefe to her at lafl exprefl. 

Oh happy is my mothers happy flate ! 

That bath a hufband Debonaire and faire, 
Vnhappy am I, mofl infortunate, 

At which fhe ftopt, as one falne in difpaire. 
The Nurfe foone found Senecdoche in*this. 

And what the whole meant by a part did geffe. 

B 3 Her 
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Her aged bones did fhake and tremble fad, 
Her hoary haire flood daring vp on end, 

From forth her eyes a heauy looke (he caft, 
And many a figh her heart diftreft did fend ; 

Yet paufmg long, not knowing what to fay, 
At lad her tongue her minde did thus bewray. 

In this I hope, good Lady, you but ieft, 
To try your Nurfes now decaying wit ; 

So foule a fault is not within your bread, 
Then tell me true the occafion of this fit. 

The Lady frown'd, and dopt her fpeaking farther, 
And faid get hece, is't fhame to loue on's father } 

I fhe reply'd, in fuch a filthy fort, 

It is not loue, but lud that you profefTe, 

Necefity with true loue cannot fort, 
Your loue contaminates, you mud confefTe. 

A daughters loue then to your father fhow. 

Some loue good things^ but with bad loue, I know. 

Or if your wanton flefh you cannot tame, 
Nor coole the burning of your hot defire, 

Then take fome one that not augments the fhame 
And fet apart to dote vpon your sire, 

It is mod vile to dand in fuch a need. 
To make the aflor bafer then the deed. 

Befides, 
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Befides, his yeares can yeeld no fuch content, 
That blithfome wanton dames expeft to haue, 

Herein your bargaine you will foone repent, 
Whe you ftial find great want of that you craue : 

Are you fo mad, or will you once beleeue 
Old men content to frolicke Dames can giue ? 

Take this example of me, from the Sky, 
Behold a fliooting ftar from heauen fall, 

Whofe glimmering light you fcarcely do efpye ; 
But it is gone as nothing were at all ; 

And fo their fports being fcarce begun doth leaue 
As in the aire concreflions we perceiue. 

Or as the bloomes vpon the Almond-tree, 
That vanifh fooner the the mufli-rums come, 

Or as the flies Hcemere we do fee, 
To leaue their breath their life being fcarce begunne. 

What, thinkft the tree whofe roots decai'd by time 
Can yeeld like fruit to yong ones in their prime. 

A rotten (lick's more fit to burne then vfe, 
I maruell what from age you do expeft, 

Let my experience their defeft accufe. 
And teach thee how thy equals to affeft : 

When they fhould toy, iocound & fport with thee. 
Their gouts, their coughs, & cramps will hinderance be. 

B 4 ^ Tis 
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'Tis not their fault, but incident to age, 

Which far more imperfeftions with it brings, 

As iealoufie, fufpicion, fury, rage, 

Dillike, difdaine, and other fuch like things, 

For can the fire, hot in nature, dwell 
With water cold, but they at length rebell. 

Euen as in Summer one may aptly note. 
The fire and water in one cloud contained ; 

And neither yet the maftery haue got. 
Being oppofites, their furies not reftrain'd. 

But do contend in ftrife and deadly warre. 
Till fcolding Thunder do pronounce the iarre. 

Choofe from thy woers fome peculiar one, 
Whofe loue may fill the meafure of thy hopes, 

And blazonize thy wanton fports alone, 
Whofe appetite with thy defire copes. 

Youth will be frolicke in a Maidens bed, 
Age is vnapt and heauy as the lead. 

Youth hath his daliance and his kinde embrace, 
Euen as the Elmes encircled with the Vine ; 

Age loueth reft and quiet in this cafe. 

Saying, Oakes at fuch like luy gripes repine. 

Youths pleafing weltund years fweet mufick maks 
When for cofort loue ftrings it ftrains or flakes. 



Yet 
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Yet chufe thou one whofe tongue's not fet on wheeles, 
Who eates his words before he brings the forth 

That no decorum in his talking feeles, 

Such are but buzards, blabs of little worth : 

And for complexion, heerein me beleeue, 

The perfeft fanguine fweet content doth giue. 

The Phlegmaticke is like the water cold, 
The Cholericke wants fap, like fire dry, 

And Melancholy, as age, is dull and old, 

But in the fanguin moift warm iuice doth lye, 

Whofe beauty feeds the eye with fweete delight, 
The reft do rather feare then pleafe the fight. 

What pleafure can a fterne grim face affoord, 
A fwarfie colour or rough fhagged haire, 

Or Rauen blacke ? beleeue me at a word. 
They are too blame that do defpife the faire : 

They pleafe the eye, prouoke dull appetite, 
Refemble Gods, and do the minde delight. 

Ceafe chatting, gentle Nurfe, the Lady faid, 
Or frame thy Tale to fute more with the time, 

My choice is made, therein I need no aide 
Which may be compaft by fome help of thine. 

It is too late of abftinence to preach, 
Whe one is drunk, & notes not what you teach. 

I 
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I feeke him not for luft, as you do deeme, 
For if my mind were onely bent thereto, 

I could finde other men I might efteeme, 
You know the (lore of Sutors come to wooe : 

But 'tis fome kind of naturall inftinft, 
Or deuine flame that cannot be extinft. 

^ What I do feeke I know is wonderous vile, 

I And haue a will for to withftand the fame, 

t Yet can thofe motions by no meanes exile, 

k So feeketh luft to bring me vnto fhame, 

I Be it worfe the nought to haue it flefh doth ftriue 

Helpe nurfe, elfe long I cannot Hue. 






Some fay (and you can tell the truth Hkewife) 
When women haue once felt that they cal fport, 

And in their wombe a Tympanie doth rife 
For things peculiar they do oft import : 

And though moft odious it do feeme to fome. 
Yet giue it them or they are quite vndone 

And fo my cafe moft defperate ftandes you fee, 
I long for this yet know no reafon why, 

Vnlefle a womans will a reafon bee, 
We*le haue our will although vnlawfuUy, 

It is moft fweete and wholfome vnto mee. 
Though it feeme bad and odious vnto thee. 

Then 
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Then wi(h not to diffwade me in this cafe, 
Nor giue me counfell to withdraw my minde 

It likes me well, I weigh not the difgrace, 
O teach me then to win him to be kind ! 

Helpe me good Nurfe in this my cruell ftate, 
All other meanes of comfort comes too late. 

And fince thou needs woldft vnderftand my fham 
Which I did grieue and blufli to ope to thee. 

And had lear di'd then told thee of the fame. 
Now be not ilacke to lend thy helpe to mee, 

Thou forft me for to open my difgrace, 

Then lend thy help to falue my wretched cafe. 

You do not know good Nurfe or haue forgot. 
What 'tis to loue, and cannot it obtaine, 

Of youths kind daliance age doth take no note, 
Forgetting it, and thinke all may abftaine : 

But 'tis not fo, I to thofe thoughts replie, 
Then helpe me gentle Nurfe, or elfe I die. 

Liue dill my fweete, quoth (he, and do poffeffe. 
Yet name of (father) fhame forc't her conceale, 

And with a daggering fpeech the word repreft, 
And all her helpe more amply to reueale, 

Shee made a vow, whereby herfelfe fhee bound, 
To do the beft that might in her be found. 



The 
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The feafts of gentle Ceres now began, 
Which yearely they obferu'd, and held it ill, 

For thrice three nights to lie with any man, 
The wiues in white, apparrelled were ftill, 

And vnto Ceres firft fruite of the field, 

(As garlands made of eares of come) did yeeld. 

The Queen amongft thefe women did frequent 
The Rites, and would be abfent at no time. 

The Nurfe then to accomplifh her intent, 
And finding Cynaras made blith with wine, 

The Syren mod inchantingly did fing. 
And thus at lafl broke filence to the King. 

• 

Renowned King, but that your conftant loue 
Reflraines my tongue & holds myipeeches in, 

A wanton queftion I would to thee moue ? 

Speake on, quoth he, good Nurfe thy fpeech begin ; 

With Bacchus feafts do wanton fports agree, 
I know thou wouldft no ill thing vnto mee. 

Then thus, quoth fhee, there is a gallant Maide 
Of Princely birth and Noble high degree, 

Who at this time would be right well apaide 
To kiffe thy hand, ftie's fo in loue with thee. 

Such diuine beauty in her face doth lurke, 
The Gods enuy at nature for the worke. 

Without 
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Without offence vnto your Queene and Wife, 

Vnto this Lady, ftie is a homely cate, 
I loue your Queene, and honour her as life, 

And but admire the others happy ftate, 
That's made fo faire that none can like her bee. 

Your Queene is kind, abufe her not for mee. 

But if you saw her face, as I haue done, 
And view'd the reft of her proportioned limbs, 

You would contemne my Miftres face too foone. 
Yet loue them both : it nought your honor dims, 

One as your wife, the next for beauties fake. 
So of them both a beauteous wife do make. 

The glory of her haire is wonderous bright, 
Vpon her browes doth ebbe and flow content, 

Her eies in motion do beget delight, 
Her cheekes a tinfture to Aurora lent ; 

Her teeths no pearle, her eies no rubies are, 
But flefh and bone, more red and white by farre. 

No lifping tongue that fondrels count a grace. 
But doth to well tun'd harmony incline, 

A necke inferior nought vnto the face. 

And breafts moft apt for to be preft by thine. 

Now if the vtter view fo glorious proue, 
ludge how the hidden parts procure loue. 

The 
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The King who all this while lent liftening eare, 
Being wrapt in admiration of her fpeech, 

Began at length more liuely to appeare 

And for to know one thing of her did feech, 

Saying, of what yeares may this Lady be ? 
luft of fweete Miryhas Sige, replied ftiee. 

He faid ? then bring her to conferre with mee, 

That I may try if all be true you fay, 
It is moft true, as after you (hall fee, 

But faid the Nurfe, you now muft let her (lay, 
Perhaps (hee'le blu(h and be to coy by light, 

When (he will yeeld more kindly in the night. 

Such pretty Dames will hardly yeeld confent, 
For in their mouthes they alwaies carry nay, 

Yet if you giue, to take, they are content, 

And nere refufe, what ere their tongue do fay : 

For fo they natures fimple men abufe, 
When what they loue they moft of all refufe : 

If I do fable, put me vnto (hame. 

In faying (he refembles Myrha much, 
For 'tis fo much, as if it were the fame ; 

And when you feeke to gaine the loue of fuch 
Let my experience thus much you affure 

They Fawlcon-like ftoop to a ganey lure. 

And 
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And now you may, voide of fufpefted crime, 
Dally with her in your lafciuious bed, 

The facred Ceres feafts are at this time, 
And there your Queen is ftill : this fcarcely fed. 

Quoth CynaraSy bring her this night to mee. 
Whereto the Nurfe replide, I do agree. 

With hopefuU newes the Nurfe returned againe, 
And cheer'd her chicke, and bad her not be fad, 

Her wifhed fuite, fhe certaine fhould obtaine. 
The news wherof made Myrha wondrous glad ! 

Yet as fhe loy'd, fhe was opprefl with feare. 
Such difcords of affeftions in her were. 

Away flips time and hafl enethon the night. 
And now the Beare's feene run about the Pole, 

Condufted forward by Boaetes bright. 
The other flars about the axle-tree role : 

The Southeme images do fhine as gold, 
Fit monuments for Hunters to behold. 

At what time Myrha wickedly proceedes 
And takes in hand to aft her bafe defire. 

The fhamefuU lufl with curfed hopes fhe feeds 
Which quickly fets her heart vpon a fire. 

And thereupon refolueth on her fhame. 
And not one thought to contradifl it came. 



At 
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At which the Sunne his glorious face did hide, 
Each Planet pulleth in his golden head, 

The other ftars out of the heauens glide : 
And Cynthia from her filuer Palace fled, 

The night is robbed of her wonted light, 

Each thing turned dark that formerly was bright. 

Three times, by {tumbling Myrha was fore-told 

Of bad fuccefle, if fhe did not retire ; 
Three times the Owles like leflbns did vnfold, 

Whofe dolefuU note do foule mifhaps require ; 
Yet (he crept on, regarding not the fame. 

The want of light alayed much the (hame. 

The Nurfe doth lead her by her owne left hand. 
The right doth grope the darke and defart way ; 

As filent as the night they now do ftand 

To heare the night-crowes fcrik, & goblins play 

The lich foule beats, and at the window cries. 
For to come in, to ftay the enterprife. 

O gentle Nurfe, faid Myrha, tell to mee. 

What may thefe fcremes & dolefuU fcriks portend. 

The Nurfe reply'd, my child, no hurt to thee. 
They are but feruants that on night attend, 

These goblins, lich-fouls, Owls, & night-crows to 
At murthers raile, with loue haue naught to do. 

And 
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And then the Beldam leads the Lady on, 

Through many roomes, & other turning waies 

As in a laborinth they two had gone ; 
And as they go Ihe to the Lady faies ; 

Now cheere you vp, and get a iocund minde 
In thinking of the pleafures you Ihall finde. 

At laft fhe brings her to the chamber dore 
Which foftly (he did open and let her in, 

The Lady fals to trembling more and more, 
Her very heart did to relent begin, 

The neerer to the wickednefle (he went, 
The more to quake and ftiiuer (he was bent. 

Looke how you fee a blind man on the way 
Led by another through fome defart place, 

Stagger and grope and at each trifle ftay 
For feare leaft hee ftiould fall : euen in like cafe, 

The wretched nurfe, the fearefuU Lady leads, 
Who fhakes and ftarts at euery ftep (he treads. 

And now (he doth her enterprife repent, 
And wi(h (he might vnknowne retume againe, 

Vnto his bed the pawfing Nurfe then went ; 

And card the King, & told him thus much plaine 

Dread King awake, of pleafures take thy fill. 
This Ladie's thine, then vfe her as you will. 

C The 






The Scourge of Venus. 

The curfed father then his bowels takes 

Into his bed, 6 filthy blob and ftaine, 
His daughter (hiuers in his armes, and quakes, 

This being done, the Nurfe returnes againe 
And faid, make much of her, to weepe forbeare 

Anon you'Ie weep for that which now you feare. 

The King thus cheeres his daughter in his arme, 
Why doft thou weep ? be still my fweete, be still, 

Come clip thy loue, I meane to do no harme, 
My Kingly bed with pleafures (hall thee fill, 

And to hide all that idle heads may moue, 
Hence-forth I call thee daughter and not loue. 

Come kifle thy father, gentle daughter then. 
And leame to fport thee in a wanton bed ; 

Is this the trickes ((he foftly faid) of men ? 
And counterfeiting fpeech vnknowne (he faid, 

A daughters name, me thinkes, doth not agree, 
Ift well with your owne child in loue to bee ? 

The King, not deeming who lay by his fide. 
Replies, what hurt deere Lady can it bee ? 

No ill I know by that meanes can betide. 

The loue more firme thereby wee common fee : 

It is not ill though men the fame not craue, 
For wee want daughters till a wife we haue. 

Shee 
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Shee did reply, and faid, why put the cafe 
That I were Myrka, for as men do fay, 

My countenance refembleth much her face ; 
Wer't not offence, thinke you, with me to play ? 

Mlfdeeming nought, againe, he doth reply ; 
No more then 'tis with thee, fweet wench, to lie. 

O would, quoth Myrha, you could likewife proue 
Whereby I might but know fome reafon why 

It were not ill to grant to you my loue. 
That loue (hould then alone to you apply ; 

Were I your daughter I might well confent. 
Say halfe fo much for me I am content 

The King replies, my fweete, my will's a law. 
And may command my fubiefts when I will, 

Befides all this, you furthermore do know 
You muft obey, I call you daughter ftill : 

Then talke no more, (he faid, I do agree 
Thy daughter and thy fubieft yeelds to thee. 

Oh ! now the father his owne child doth take. 
And of his owne hee doth his owne beget, 

Of his owne loins another child doth make. 
Repugnant to the law that nature fet ; 

May ones owne feed to procreation moue ? 
No fure, vnleffe it doth a monfter proue. 

C 2 Their 
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Their muficke is the fcriking of the owles, 
As if the fiends came for to funder them, 

The rauing dogs affright them with their howles, 
As all the fiends came forth to iniure them ; 

The ftars behind the clouds, a great way hence. 
Like fpies lie peeping to difclofe the offence. 

Their bed doth (hake and quauer as they lie, 
As if it groan'd to beare the weight of finne. 

The fatall night-crowes at their windowes flie, 
And cries out at the ftiame they do Hue in : 

And that they may perceiue the heauens frowne, 
The Poukes & Goblins pul the couerings down. 

The pillow that her curfed head doth beare, 

Which is a Caftle of accurfed ill, 
The weighty burthen of the fame doth feare, 

And therefore (hrinketh inwards from her ftill : 
Whilft both the ends high fwelling with difdaine 

Like angry foe men raife themfelues amaine. 

The bed more kind then they religious are. 
Doth feeke to (hroude their foule defiled aft ; 

And therefore lets them fall into it farre 
As in fome vale for to conceale the fa£l : 

Like bulwarkes rifing to defend their names. 
Or fwelling mountains to obfcure their (hames. 
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O there they lie and glut themfelues with fin, 
A iocund fin that doth the flefli delight, 

A filthy flefli that can delight therein, 
A filly ioy that gainft the foule doth fight, 

A fading fport, a pleafiire foone forgot. 
That bringeth fliame with an etemall blot. 

Thrice happy now, had wicked Myrha bene, 
If fome foule fwelling Ebon cloud would fall, 

For her to hide herfelfe eternall in. 
Or had the bed bene burnt with wilde fire all. 

And thereby moult the heauens golden frame 
That al things might haue ended with her fliame. 

And now reuenge, a fouldier vnto luft. 
Comes fcouring in, as it had bene beguil'd. 

Accompanied with fame and foule diftruft. 
And with difgrace, blacke luxures bafeft child, 

Thefe threaten them and blaze abroad the faft. 
And like to Trumpets thunder out the a6l. 

Not many nights they fpending in this fort. 

But Cynaras at length defir'd to know 
Who 'twas affborded him this pleafant fport, 

And freely did the curtefy beftiow : 
And hauing done this taflce vs'd euery night, 

Forth he doth fl:eale and goes to feeke the light 

C3 O 
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O hide thee Myrha^ 'tis not time to fleepe, 

A thunderbolt is leuel'd at thy head, 
Vnclofe thy eies prepare them for to weepe, 

With fire and fword thou art betrai'd in bed, 
Awaken wench, the day of doome bewray, 

And fee the father his owne child betray. 

And whither fteales thou furious Cynaras ? 

Why feekes a light to open thy owne ihame ? 
Who hop'ft to find in this accurfed place ? 

Make not fuch haft to fpy thy ignoble game. 
Stay, ftay thy feete, thou wilt repent too late> 

Mifchiefe it felfe comes in with fpeedy gate. 

What, fleepft thou Myrha T why the fleep thou long 
Or elfe awake and welcome in thy woes, 

Another happy day will neuer come, 
Pale mifery thy pleafure ouer-goes ; 

Dreame fleeping, thou didft with thy father lie. 
Or wake, and fee him reuenge the villany. 

Confound thy head, and all thy parts with feare. 
And thinke the fiends incompaffe thee about, 

Striuing with burning tongs thy flefli to teare. 
Pulling thy tongue and eies with tortures out ; 

O thinke with raizors they do flea thy Ikin, 
Adding new tortures vnto every fin. 

Now 
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Now comes the father, being fully bent 
For to difclofe his loue with his faire light, 

Sleepe MyrhUy thou haft time for to repent, 
Arife in cares, paffe many a weary night, 

Looke Cynaras^ and fpy difgrace too foone, 
Myrha awake, fee what thy luft hath done. 

Blufli luftfull King, and fee the end of luft;, 
Behold thy owne diflionour and difgrace, 

Learne what it is to vfe thy wife vniuft ; 
And lay a strumpet in her Princely place. 

Shame follows the, reuenge hangs o'er their head 
That bafely do defile their marriage bed. 

It's like a tender flower nipt with froft, 
That euer after hangs his drooping head. 

And hath her wonted prime of glory loft, 
Or like the cup that hath his Nedlar ftied : 

Cracke you the richeft pointed Diamond, 
And all his prife and glory's loft and gone. 

Old Cynaras his daughter knowing well, 
For very anger could not fpeake a word. 

But into moft outragious fury fell. 
And would have kil'd the Lady with a fword. 

But nimbly ftie, by helpe of cloudy night, 
Conueyes her felfe out of her fathers fight. 

C4 Moft 
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Mod like a Lyon, raging for a pray, 

Each comer of the houfe he madly lookes, 

No barre or flop, doth hinder him, or ftay, 
He rifles chambers beds and fecret nookes. 

This Lyon feekes for her, the dart did throw, 
And quickly lets all the other go. 

By this the Lady's in the Arabian fields, 
And fearefuUy doth range about the fame, 

Which plenteoufly the bearing Date-tree yeelds. 
At length ftie alfo through Pcenchaia came. 

Her fathers rage being fome-what ouer-paft. 
At Saha land (he doth arriue at laft. 

The King not finding her, begins to fret. 

And vex himfelfe with anguifli, care, and griefe, 

He fcoulds with fortune, that this trap did fet. 
And chides the Fates for yeelding no reliefe : 

Small sorrowes grew till they to greater came. 
Like little fparkes increafing into flame. 

Euen as a riuer fwelling ore her bounds. 
By daily falling of fmall drops of raine, 

Likewife his care continually abounds. 
By howerly thinking of his fault againe. 

Content were found foone in calamity, 
The thought thereof raz'd out of memory. 

Daughter 
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Daughter, quoth hee, with eyes full fraught with teares, 
What haft thou done ? 6 foule accurfed child ! 

Why haft deceiu*d my aged bloflbm'd haires ? 
Why didft thy Princely Father fo beguile ? 

Alaffe ! I erre, thou art no child to me. 
Nor longer IFe thy louing father be. 

Go feeke fome hole etemall to lye in, 
And neuer more behold the heauens light, 

Thou haft difgraced all thy name and kin, 
Then hide thee euerlafting from my fight, 

Thou haft not onely brought vs both to fhame. 
But made thy father aftor of the fame. 

How will thy mother thinke her felfe abufd. 
That haft made her a quot-queane Ihamefully, 

Of filthy inceft I do thee accufe. 
That Lemmon-like didft with thy father lye. 

Then hye to hell, hafte to the furies there. 
When raging parents witneffe gainft thee beare. 

Oh but the fault thy owne was moft of all, 
Poore Myrha thou didft meane no hurt to me. 

It wot : thou faidft (my felfe, I witnefle call) 
'Twas ill with your owne child in loue to be : 

And vrg'd againe, what if (he Myrha were, 
I bafely faid, there was no fault in her. 

Then 
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Then rent thy braines with terror of the deed, 
Confufed thoughts burft thine accurfed breaft, 

As if thou didft on deadly poyfon feed, 
And in Elifium let thy foule nere reft. 

Rore feas, quake earth, till you deuoure him 
That hath defiFd his daughter with foule fin. 

Yet ftie did know I was her father deere, 

What meant ftie then to feeke me in fuch fort } 

I did not know my daughter to be there, 
And therefore wifhed her no kind of hurt. 

Shee fin'd, and knew her father (he abufed, 
I fin'd, vncertaine who it was I vfed. 

By this the Sunne neere paft the Zodiaque ore, 
And thrice three fignes had fully ouer-run, 

Returning tow'rd the point he was before, 
Ninty degrees wanting thereto to come. 

He had the Clipticke faue one quadre gone, 
And in that fpace the child ripes in the womb. 

When Myrah weeping much her burne to beare, 
Tired with wandring in the wood fo long, 

Weary of life beginneth for to feare 
What fliall hereafter on her felfe become. 

Now (he perceiues the folly luft did bring, 
And may take time of penitence to fing. 
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Things done in haft haue time for to repent, 
A hafty braine is neuer wanting woe, * 

Youth with Decorum feldome is content, 
Yong yeares and luft aflbciat-like do goe, 

Youth hath no wit till it be deerely bought, 
And oftentimes then it is good for nought. 

Alafle ! quoth Myrha, burfting out with cryes, 
What (hall I do that haue fo vilely erred ? 

Let bellowing grones pierce vp vnto the skies. 
That all the Gods to pitty may be stirred, 

O let some Trumpets voyce from thee be driuen 
To waken mighty lupiter in heaven. 

You gentle Gods, that wonted were to heare 
The fuppliant prayers of diftreffed foules, 

Now open wide your gracious liftening eare, 
That I may win fome pitty with my houles : 

let it ftand with your omnipotence. 
For to remit the forrowfuls offence. 

1 do confeffe my wickedneffe is much. 

And there's no hope that I (hould fauour win. 
Yet your ftill-pardoning clemency is fuch, 

That vndeferued you forgiue our fin. 
Wee run in errors euery day moft ill, 

Yet you are apt to grant vs pardon ftill. 
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What haue I gain'd ? my fathers foule difgrace, 
My owne diflionour, and my friends difdaine : 

What haue I won ? an imputation bafe, 
My mothers curfe, and a perpetuall ftaine, 

I feldome fee one mifchiefe to arife, 
But it brings others at her heeles likewife. 

And fmce my fault into fuch height is driuen 
That I deferue not in the earth to reft, 

Nor haue a place amongft the ftarres in heauen, 
You nightly powers grant me this requeft : 

That neither with the dead nor Hue I do remaine, 
And fo no place in earth or heauen gaine. 

To this her laft requeft the Gods confent, 
And fo the ground her feete did couer ore, 

Out from her toes the fcrawling rootes were fent 
Which by her trauell ftie had bruifed fore, 

Thefe twining roots moft plenteoufly abound. 
Till they had fixt her body to the ground. 

Where be the walles that thou waft wont to haue 
The fhady groues paued with Camomile ? 

The rofie bowers that heate of Sunne did faue. 
And yeelded to thy fence a pleafant fmile ? 

Where be the pleafant roomes thou folaft's in ? 
Thou art defpoil'd thereof by thine owne fin. 
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Thou (halt no more within thy Chariot ride, 
Gazing vpon the people kneeling downe. 

No more will come to woe thee for a Bride, 
Luft hath defird the tipe of thy renowne. 

Thofe feet of thine, that to offence did lead, 
Imprifoned are, and not allow'd to tread. 

By this the growing tree fo far had paft, 
That her faire bones to timber turned were : 

Her marrow did conuert to pyth at laft, 
And all her bloud the name of Sap doth beare, 

Her armes to boughes, her fingers branches be. 
Her fkin to bark, and fo (he made a tree. 

Where is the face that did all faces (laine. 
But (hrunke within a hard confolid barke ? 

No one will fue to kiflfe it once againe, 
But muft be hid perpetually in darke. 

That fnow-white-neck, that men defir'd to touch. 
Now they refufe to handle it as much. 

Where are thofe eyes, thofe glaffy eyes of thine 
That lent the glorious Sunne his chiefeft light } 

Where is that Angels voyce, that voyce deuine, 
Whofe wel-tun'd togue did all the gods delight ? 

What, are they gone ? doth time thy glory ruft ? 
No, they be fpoiled with inceftious luft. 

Farewell 
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Farewell thy armes, made kindly to embrace, 
But now a bough for birds to pearch vpon, 

Farewell thy pretty fingers in like cafe, 
The curious Lute ordain'd to quauer on. 

Your wonted glory you fhall fee no more, 
Your filthy lull hath thruft you out of dore. 

Nor with her fhape (he loft her fences quite, 
For that and for her fault (he weepeth ftill, 

Which teares are held in honour, price, & might, 
And daily do out of the tree diftill. 

And from the gummy barke doth iflfue Myrrh, 
Which euermore (hall beare the name of her. 

At laft the fwelling wombe diuides the tree, 
The infant feeking for fome pafTage out. 

No Nurfe nor Mid-wife could the baby fee, 
The vfe of fpeech his mother is without. 

And could not therefore beg Lticinds aid, 

She might done well could (he one prayer faid. 

And therefore fighes and grones moft heauily, 
Bending moft humbly to the ground below. 

Shedding from euery bow teares plenteoufly, 
At length the Gods fome fauour did beftow. 

And fo Lucina laid her hand thereon, 

And fpeaking words receiu'd the child anon. 
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The watiy Nymphs this pretty child did take> 
And on foft fmelling flowers laid him downe, 

Of which a curious cradle they did make, 
The hearbs perfumed were for more renowne, 

The Nyoiphs this boy affefted more and more, 
And with his mothers teares ftil waflit him ore. 

As yeares encreafe, fo beauty doth likewife. 
And he's more faire to morrow then to day, 

His beauty more and more did ftill arife. 
That enuy did delight, in him bewray. 

As Venus fell in loue with him at laft, 

Who fcourg'd him for his mothers lufting pad. 
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Stanza i, 1. 4, "de/cant** : a " descant" is variation in music : st. 3, 

1. 2, *'/>5w sma/I zw?r/t/" = England. So p. 15, 
St. I, 1. 5. 

1, 1. I, "youtAiy" — youthful : st. 4, 1. 4, ** president* = pre- 
cedent : 1. 6, ^* AffecV* = choose, have affection for. 

4, 1. 4, *'r/ij^/"= embraced: so frequently in this poem. 

2, 1. 2, ^* portend^* = give portent of. 

2, 1. 2, "/r$^4f«/'j" = precedents. So p. 6, st. I, 1. 4. 
4, 1. 2, "w^^" = wishingly, wistfully, passionately. 

3, L I, "<z^f/"= choose, love. 
I, 1. 4, **Apes to hell" : usually "in" Hell — as Shakespeare, 

Taming of Shrew, ii, I. The phrase has never been 
satisfactorily explained {meojudicio) : st 3, 1. 5, mis- 
printed in original "The doubts, the hopes." 

3, 1. 6, ** Alkeron^* = Alcoran or Koran. 
I, 1. 2, " C«y&«j"= wild plums ? {** custin'') : L 4, ''Ammo- 

nie** = almonds ? 
4, 1. 2, **J\/br*^ — misprinted "Now" in original: 1. 6, '*oul 
o/hand**= off-hand, at once. 

4, 1. 6, " heard '*r= hard. 
4, 1. 2, ** Vedonatre" = covateo}x&, well-bred: 1. 3, **in/orlu- 

»fl/^" = unfortunate (after the Latin): 1. 5, "Senec- 
doche** = S3n[iechdoche — figure or trope in Rhetoric, 
by which a part is put for the whole or conversely. 

3,1. !,"/" = ay. 

2, 1. 6, "f£?«r«^<?«x"= concussions : st. 3, 1. 3, '*I/amere'^— 

ephemera. 
^, 1. 6, ** pronounce" = utter out : st 4, 1. 6, ^* loueJlrinqs"= 
Love's strings. 

3, 1. 2, ^^Jwarfie" = pallid, cadaverous, as is a "swarf" or faint, 
not here = tawny. 

2,1. 3, "/«ir"=lief. 

4, L 3, "apaide" = rewarded. 
4, 1. I, ^* fondrels*^ = foolish fond persons. 
I, 1. 4, "y^«-A"==be-seech : st 4, 1. 6, "^wry" = gainful. 

So Dr. Henry More has "gainly." 
3, 1. 4, "y2rrrit"= shriek or screech : 1. 5, "/j'V^y^w/<f"= night- 
raven. 
I, 1. 2, "^/<?^"=blot, stain? 
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Page 34, Stanza i, L l, *'/criiing** s= shrieldiig or screedung : st 2, L 6, 

**Pouiis**== Packs — evH spirits. 
35, „ 2, L 5, "»w«//" = mclt: st 3, L 4, •*/!«»«»"= luxuries: 

L 5, **blau^ =■ blazon or proclaim as of old hj the 
" blaze " of fire-beacons. 
38, „ I, L 6, **qmckiy'i Mr. Collier corrects "quietly" (from 1620 

edition), bat that would be singularly inappropriate 
to a fierce lion, while "quickly'' expresses the 
impatient fierceness and haste after " her" he was 
seeking. 
39» $t Zf 1- ^ *' guot-queane^* =^ C2iSi-oS mistress after lust had been 

sated: 1. 4, "Z^!0ii0MW-/^''sleman-like, whore- 
like. 
40» 9* St^ 5» "^w^3rif"= quarter: st 4, L I, " fc#r«^" = burden or 

load — a Northern word. 
3, 1. 2, *' con/olid** = consolidated. 
3, L 2, **/ame^* — misprinted "same," 
2, L 6, in 1620 reads, " Who did revenge his mothers lusting 
past." 

A. B. G. 
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IX. HENRY AUSTIN. 

The authorship of the '' Scourge of Venus " is found as 
follows in the address to the Reader prefixed by the re- 
doubtable Thomas Heywood to his '^ Brazen Age " (161 3) — 

"what imperfections foeuer it haue, hauing a brazen 

face, it cannot blufh; much like a Pedant about this 
Towne, who, when all trades fail'd, tum'd Pedagogue, and 
once infinuating with me, borrowed fro me certaine Tranf- 
lations of Ovid, as his three books De Arte Amandi, and 
two De Remedio Amoris, which fame, his moil brazen face 
hath moil impudently challenged as his own, wherefore, I 
muft needs proclaime it as far as Ham, where he now 
keeps fchoole. Hos ego versiculos feci tulit alter hanores, 
they were things which out of my iuniority and want of 
iudgement, I committed to the veiw of fome priuate friends, 
but with no purpofe of publifhing, or further comunicating 
the. Therefore I wold entreate that AuJUn^ for fo his 
name is, to acknowledge his wrong to me in (hewing them, 
and his owne impudence, and ignorance in challenging the. 
But courteous Reader, I can onely excufe him in this, that 
this is the Brazen AgeV 

There can be little doubt that this Austin was the H. A. 
who in 161 3 published the "Scourge of Venus." A unique 
exemplar of this the first edition is in the ' Huth Library ' — 
unknown when I printed from the 2d or 16 14. Two things 
are noticeable, (d) That He)nvood's own Publisher also 
published the 'Scourge' and re-printed it in 1 614; {p) 
That in the 1614 edition no notice whatever was taken of 
Heywood's allegations, albeit the Epistle to the Reader by 
H. A- seems to give the authorship to another, with words 
of praise. Perhaps it was the 'printing' that offended 
Heywood. But seeing that the title-page says ' by H. A.' 

(35) 
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I give it to him with the benefit of any doubt at this late i 

day. 

Page 12, 1. i6, for * (9* read 'Of: i 

„ 14, St. I, L 3, */r«r/A^*— adjective. 
„ 16, St I, L 2, *fjf/?/r*=nard; 1. 4, * ammonie^ — zsiamoiodsiyim^ a kind 

of gum brought from Persia. 
„ 31, st 2, 1. 6, ^coHcreffion* — ^rare word — seems to be taken from Latin 

coH+crassus, or perhaps concresco, 
„ 25, St. 2, 1. 3, */ftrr*= liefer. 
„ 29, St 3, L I, 'kaft endhon *= hasteneth on. 
„ 30, St. 3, 1. 5, * lich/ouU^== obscene bird feeding on dead bodies. 
*» 35> St. 3, 1. 4, *luxures'= lusts. 
» 39, St 4, 1. 3, ' // aw/'--qu. * / %vot: 
„ 42, St. 3, 1. 3, * /crawling' == straggling. 
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